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this offer from his followers. Discontent at his admiral's airs and
peremptory ways had been growing for some time: it now turned
to open murmuring. The more popular officers detained aboard the
ships were quick to take advantage of the change of temperature:
and the sober seamen who had never approved of the mutiny began
to come into their own.

The first sign of collapse came on the morning of the 9th when
Parker, sensing the altered mood of the men and desperately re-
solving to take the hungry Fleet over to the Texel, gave the order to
put to sea. Not a vessel stirred. The mutiny had come full circle.
On the same day the officers of die Leopard seized control of the
ship from the divided and disillusioned crew and set sail for the
Lower Hope. The example was at once followed by the Repulse
and, despite a desultory fire from the rest of the Fleet, both ships
made good their escape.

For the next few days the Fleet presented a curious spectacle to
watchers from the shore as red, blue and white flags fluttered up and
down the mastheads while the ships' companies contended whether
they should return unconditionally to their allegiance, make new
attempts to parley with a stony-hearted Admiralty or sail for
American or Ireland. But all die while the sands of mutiny were
running dut. The Admiralty refused to consider any proposition
short of unqualified submission, and the men knew they had no
alternative but to submit. By the I2th only two out of the twenty-
two ships still at the Nore flew the red flag of defiance. Every day
more of them slipped their cables and made their way up river to
surrender to the authorities.

On the isth the crew of die Sandwich repudiated Parker's
authority and sailed under the guns of Sheerness. The mutiny was
over. A few of the ringleaders made their escape to Calais. Parker,
handed over to the military by his comrades, was taken to Maid-
stone jail under an escort of the West Yorks Militia. Here he was
tried by court-martial and spent the remaining hours of his life
writing an apologia for his actions and a long tirade against the
men he had helped to mislead,1 He was hanged on the last day of
June from the yardarm of the Sandwich. Fifty-eight others were

14t May heaven grant that I may be the last victim offered up in the cause
of a treacherous and debased commonalty. . . . Remember, never to make
yourself the busybody of the lower classes, for they are cowardly, selfish
and ungrateful ; the least trifle will intimidate them, and him whom they